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Chriſts Kirk on the Green. 


Compoſed ( as is ſuppoſed ) by King James V. Newly Correfied according to the Origi- 


nal Copy. 
As ut vet inSeotland heatd nor ſeen A yep young man that ſtood him neiſt, They girn4d and glowred all at anes, 
ſuch dancing and ceray 5 ſoon bent his Bow in ire. each gaſſip other grieved; 
Neicher at Faulbland on the Green, And etled the Bairn in at the Breaſt: Some ſti ixed ftings, ſome gathered ſt anes, 
not Peebles at the play, the Bolt flew ort che Bire : ſome fled, aud ſome relieved, 
Az was of Wooers as | ween And cry'd iy, hc hath ſlain 4 Prieſt The Minſirel uſed quiet means, 
at Chrifts Kirk on a day: a Mile beyond the Mire : that day he wiſe ſy prieved, 
For there came Kittie waſhen clean Both Bow and Bag trom him he heif} For he came heme with unbruis'd Banes 
wich her new Gown of Gray, and fled as faſt az Fire where fighters were miſchicved, 
Full gay that day; ; From Þlint that de» ; gli ill that dey. 
Io dance theſe Damoſeh them dight, An haſty Kinſman called Mary With Forks and Flails chay lent them Reps, 
theſe Lafles light of lairs, that was ao Archer keen, and flew together like frigs : 
Their Gloves were of the Raffal right, Tyed up a Tackle without rarry, Wich bougers of Barns they pierc'd blew caps 
their Shoes were of rhe Streits; { rrow the man was teen: and of their bairns made Brig: 
Their Kirtles were of Linceln light I wot not wherher his hand did vary The rate cole rudely wich their raps, 
well dreſt wich many plairs, or his Foe was his Friend : then Rnogs were laid on Rigs : 
They were lo nice when men them neigh'd Bat he eſpayr by the might of Mary The Wives came forth with crys and clays, 
they {quiel'd like ny Gairs a3 one that nothing meau d ſce where my likeing lig, 
Full loud that day Bus good that day, Full low this dup, 


Of all theſe Maidens mild as mced, Then Lawrle like a Lyon lap. The black Souter of Braith was bowden, 


was none ſo gimp as Gillie : and loca a flain covid tedder, his Wifc hang ac his Waiſt : 
As any Roſe her rude wal red, He height to pierce him at the Papey His Cody was in black all browden; 
her Lire was like the Lillie, thereon towed i Wedder he 4 like a Ghaiſt, 
But yellow, yellow was hes Head, He hit aim on the vn d wap g Her glitteting hair was ſo bowden, » 
and ſhe ot Love fo filly ic bate like any Bladder. her love faſt from him laiſt, 
Though all her Kia had ſworn her dead He ſcaped fo; ſuch was his hap ; { That for his ſake ſhe was unyawden 
. ſhe would have none but Willie his Doublet was of Leather, while he a mile was chaff, 
Alone that day Fall fine that 1. 5 And mar that 4 
she ſcorned Fack, and ſeripp'd at him, The buff ſo boifteriouſly abaiſt him. When they had beir'd like baired Bulls, 
and mu geoa d him with iwocks z char he 10 th* Larth duſht down. the bone fires burn like bail, 
He would have lor ner, ſhe would not let The other Man for dead he left him, Then they grew as week a3 Mules 
for all his ye!low locks; chim. and fled our of che Town char wearied were with maik, 
He che iht her. ſhe bad go chat him, The Wivescame torch. and up they reft him For thoſe forfougheen tyrea fools - 
ſhe,counted him a% two clocks : and found life in the Lown. tell down Jike (1 Frails, 
80 ſhametuily hiz ſhorcJack let , Then wich three tous there they rais'd him Freſh men came in and hajl'd the Dools, 
hi» Legs were fike u Rocks, 4andcur'd him out of lown, aud dang them down in deik, 
0: urg / that day. Frae band that day Bedeen that df 
Tam Lutter was their Micſirei net, The Miller was of 8 manly make, The Wives then gave « hide ou yell, 
good Lord, how he could lance : to cheet with bim it was no mowes 2 when all theſe yonkiery 
He play d ſo ſhril, and lang fo ſweet There durfi not ten ſome there him take. A fier ce as flags of Fire flaughes fell, 
while Towfie took a Trauce, lo cowed he their powes ; tiicks to the field they flocked, 
Old Lightfors there he could foreleet The dulhment whole him brake, The Carles wick Clubs did others que 
and counterfitted France: - and bickeged him with bows, ea breaft white blood out boaked, 
He held him like a Man diſcreet, Then cairerouſly behind his back. So'rudely rang the common Bell, 
and up che Morice dance. they hoch'd him on the howes that all the Sceeple rocked, 
He took that day. | Bebind that day, k For dread thad dey. 
Then Stephen came ſiepping in with ficnds, Then Hutchen wich a Hazel rice By chk Tom Toile was in his gear, 
no rick might him arreſt, - tao red gan through chem cummil / when he heard the common Bell, 
Sy. foot did bob with many bends, He muddVd them down like any Nice, He ſaid he ſhould make all vn ſtear, 
tor Maſie he made reqaet}. he was no betty bummil, when he came there himſel, 
He lap while he lay on his lends ; „Though he was wight he was not wiſe, He went to fight with ſuch a fear, 
and riſing was fo preaf}, . wich ſuch jutors co jummil, while co the Ground he fell, 


While he did hoaſt at vocti the ends For from his Thumb there flew a ſlice A Wife that bir him on the Tar 


for honour of ihe Feaſt, while he ery'd barlafummil. wich a great knocking Mell, 
and danc'd that day. Fm ſlain this day. Feld him that day, 
Then Robin Roy began to revel, when that be ſaw his Blood was red The Bridegroom brought a Pint of Ale, 
and Towfie to him drugeed 2 - to flee might no man let him # and bad the Piper drink it, 
Let be quoth Fack, and eall'd him jevel, He trou'd it had been for old feed ; Driak ir, quech he, and it ſo ſail, 
and by the Taiil him ragged. he thought and bade have at him, aſmem me if I think it. 
Then xeyſie elicked to a Kevel, He made his Feet defend his Head, The Bride hes Maidens ſtood near by, 
God wors as they two Tagged; the far fairer ir ſer him and ſaiq it was not ; 
They parced there upon 4 Nerel, While he was paſt oat of their plead : And Bartageſee the Bride ſo gay, 
men lay their Hair was rugged they muſt be ſwite that gat him, taſt ſhe winked, 
Beten them twe . Through ſpeed that day. 
Wich thar a friend of his cry'd ty, Two that were headimen of the herd, 
and forrh an Arrow drew. they ruſhe on other like Rams; 
He forged it fo forcefolly. The otber tour which were unteat u 


the Bow in flenders flew, beat on with Barrow Trams.. 
Such was the Grace of God, trow I, And where their Gobs were ungear'd, 


for had the Tree been tue: got upon the Bam: der 
Men laid. who knaw his Archery, While ther all bloody was their Beard, We turn'd and gave them both their palks 
had worried Lambs for he queſt ding no ocher, 


that he had ſlais anew, Ae b dy 
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To the Tune of the Laſt Go 
83 — 1 him ſaw Soy 
Since firſt he laid his Fang on we 


My ſelf from him 1 dough nere draw: 
his wink to me has been a Law, 

He haunt me like a penny dog, 

Ot him I Nand far greatet a 

Than Pupil does of Pedagogue. 
The firſt time chat he wer with me, 

Was at a Ciechan in the Weſt, 

Its name | tro Kiſbarchen be 

Where Habies Drons gave many a blaſt. 
There we ſhook hands, cald be his calf; 

An ill dead may that Caſtron die? Por her Houſe was too near the Tol 


For thetc he gripped me tight fart Yer God reward her for her Love, 
When firſt I fell ia Ceurioorie, | And kiodnels which I teckſul found, a 
But yet in hopes to be relies d, Noft ready ſtil! tor my behove 


And free'd ſrom that foul Ladlie Lou, Tre that Hells Hound took her in Hand, 
Fernzier when Whigs were ill miſchiv*q 1 {pr my Page and ſtout d to Leith 
And torc'd to fling their Weapons down To try my Credit at the Wine 

When we chas them ſromGia/ſgow Town, But foul a drible fyÞd my Teerh, 


wich that Swinger thought co grapple, fe carch'd me at the Coffee Sign 4 
Bur when Indemniry came down, { flaw down chrough theNeasber.Wynd; 
The Laydron caught me by the Thraple, My Lady Seaples Houſe was near, 
Bur yer in hopes of more relief, To enter tbere was my defign 
A race I made to Arinfrew. Where Poverty durſi nee appear, 


Where they did bravely buff my 

And wade my Body Black and Blew, 

At Juſtice Court I chem puriu d. 

EKxpecting help ſor their Reproof, 

Indemnity thought nothing due, 

The Dcivil a farthing tor my Loof. 
Bac wiſhing chat I might ride Taft, 

To trot on Foot I ſoon aid tyre, 

My Page allow*d me not 4 Beatt, 


I wanted Git to pay the H 
He and I lap o're many be, 
I heuked him ac Calder cuit. 
But long «rc | came r Clypes-myre 
The ragged Rogue caught ae & while, 
By Holand Brſb and Bridge of Bonny 
We bickered down towards Bankier, 
We fear'd u Revers for our 4 
Nor whiily He to grip our Gear . 
My tattered Tutot took no Fears 
(Though he did travel in the Mirk } 
Bar chought ic fir when he drew neut 
To fiſh a Forrage at Falkirk. 
No Man wou'd open me the Door, 
Becauſe my Comerade flood by, 
They dread fnll ill I was right poor 


By my forſaken Company. fear 
Bat Cunningdame ſoon me eſpyd, give you 
By how and hair he hail'd me ia. Which I have plavied this ſame Year, 
And {wore we ſhould not pare ſo dry, le vill cauſe your Page diſappear | 
Though I were ſtripped to the Sin, Who vvalt, on you agaiaft your vil 
1 baid all night but long ere Cay, To gather it I ſhall you ler 
My curft companiqn bade me rite, In wy oven Tard 1 
I ſtart up ſoon and took the way, Bur vvhen | dread that vvould nor vwark " 8 
He needed not to bid me twice. I over thoughe we of « Wile | 
Bur hat to do I did adviie, Novy I might at my leifure lurk” 
In Lichen I might not fit down, My Graceleſs Guardian to beguil. 
On a Scots Grant we baiced thrice; | As bur my — 8 Mile | 
Aod in ar nigh to Edinburgh Town, ' Through Canmmgate vy ich trie loſs vj 
We held the Long gate ro Leith Wind, Till 1 have 2 vehile . 


Where pooreſt Purles ule to be Wirhin the Girth of 40 
And in the Caitonn lodged ſyoe, There Ivan in 1 — * 
Fir Quarters tor tuch Companie, When to the Inner-Canr) I drevy 


Y<rt the High-Town tain wonld ſee; y Governour | did defy, * 5 
But that wy Comrad did me diſcharge, Por joy I clape my Wings and crevy: J 
nne would me Blakinrns Ale to price, There Meſſengers dare not purſue; 


and mut my Ecard chat was right large; Nor vynh 0 | 
* The worn I ventured up the Wind, © . There 1 


And ſloutg d in a the Neatgher· Ge In peace Getr wil. 
Thinking chat Trooker for to ryme, * 1 hed I or * * 
Who does me Damage what he dow 3 When my bieft Fortune vvas to ſee 

Au company he does beflow | A fighe N of Mary 
On me to my great griet and Pain, Of chat brave of | 


Ere I che Throag cou'd wreſtle throw 
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